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Summary:
Just a bad ending.

Notes:
This story contains sensitive elements. Please see the tags and do not read if you feel uncomfortable.

Work Text:
Silence swallowed the world and the world exhaled blood and death.

Ashley held the door handle of that apartment that wasn't hers, everything was so quiet and at the same time terrifying, a moment of ethereal hesitation prevented her from opening the door. A bad feeling was coming from inside.

Death escaped through the cracks in the door, the icy and incorporeal fingers trying to grab the girl's thin body, the smell of blood hung in the air, delicious. Without a doubt, death followed the two brothers since birth, they were old friends, each with their own relationships with the end of life.

Slowly, Ashley opened the door. What would have happened there?

The bloody smell of death dominated everything, almost overwhelming. Bent down, holding his own hair with his reddened hands, Andrew trembled in silence and emanated death, as he was her foreman and executioner. Ashley knew this. She liked that. Because she herself was the lady, the one who orchestrated and gave the orders, who confused, who made people trust. But something was wrong this time.

She entered the apartment, her steps silent, she wasn't even breathing. Like a jaguar, she approached her brother slowly. She looked away, saw the corpse. Apparently the woman downstairs had received a one-way ticket to eternal glory. She would never get up or breathe again.

Ahsley looked back at Andrew, worried. She was a cautious beast, approaching what looked like wounded, cornered prey, but even a mouse could hurt a cat. Ashley raised her hand to reach for him, but retreated. Her survival instinct warned her not to come any closer, to leave him alone, but he was her brother, her longtime companion, her partner in crime, how could she abandon him to suffer alone?

—Andrew? — She called softly, trying to understand what was going on.

— Go away... — her brother whispered so low that she could barely hear.

Andrew's voice was broken, just like his own heart and willpower. Death is never easy. Not for those who cannot support the weight. The weight of guilt. The weight of fear. The weight of anger. The smell of death and blood that never goes away.

Fearful, Ashley tried again, her voice a mix of caution and concern.

—Andy?

- Go away! —Now, Andrew shouted, exasperated. Or rather, Desperate.

In an unconscious reflex, Ashley bent down and touched her brother's hair as she used to do since they were young, they did this with each other to comfort and calm their tortured hearts, because since they were children, death had been probing them, its voice cold and empty. He called them without ceasing, he wanted them with him. And at that time they still didn't know if they wanted her too, although they knew today. Although today they denied the morbid desire that attracted them to death.

Startled by his sister's touch, Andrew turned sharply, his green eyes flashing in the dimly lit apartment. Another glow flashed at the same time, but this one was silver. And Ashley felt a strange tingling sensation in her neck.

At first she didn't understand, but soon a pleasantly warm torrent welled up, gushing out, staining her pale skin and dark clothes. She couldn't help it, she staggered back and her legs gave out. She fell to the ground, dazed and disoriented. She didn't understand why Andy looked at her like that, the green in his eyes so desperate and tormented. She tried to raise her hand to comfort him, but her body's strength was drained by the crimson strand. Looking around, she noticed that everything became vague, dull, shapeless, just blurred and faded colors.

And then she heard herself, wheezing, trying to breathe. She was drowning in her own blood. Even the familiar voice that called her became distant. Leyley, I had the impression the voice said, plaintively. Leyley, stay with me! In that voice, her name became a death requiem, a painful lament.

She tried to concentrate on what was happening, she felt a heat on her face, could it be Andy's hands? Was he worried? Ashley smiled vaguely as she felt Andy touch her with unbridled concern, or was it broken love?

She had the impression that he held her like a precious treasure that she didn't want to lose. Then something wet also touched her skin, Ashley was sure what it was. Her brother cried, cried on his deathbed. This was wrong, one should not cry for the other, they should die together and cross the post-death threshold together, to face whatever awaited them when life came to an end. But she was going first, alone, without him.

That thought was terrifying. Ashley tried to call him, her brother, the one who always protected her from the gray and cruel world, the one who was her executioner, the foreman of death. She couldn't hear her own voice, just a moan wet, half drowned. Desperate.

And as he held her in his arms, Andy cried desperately too. And he clung to his sister with all the strength he had, hugging her, digging his nails into her pale and increasingly morbid skin. He was blind, he was suffering like never before. Nothing had ever been as heavy as that moment, it was impossible to deal with. Andrew couldn't decide what he should do. Maybe crying was an option, but it didn't feel right either. Tears wouldn't be enough to show his love for Ashley. This love is broken, somewhat distorted, considered impure and immoral. But that's what they had. That's what they felt.

And it was slowly slipping through his fingers, lost forever with no chance of return. A love so immense and violent, terrifying and with no escape. It had been written by destiny, by the stars, after all, why else would brothers have been born, fruits of the same womb? The same blood ran through their veins, how could they escape it? They deceived each other for years, but in the end there was no other answer: they inevitably belonged to each other. They would kill for each other. They would die. And Ashley was dying now.

But Andrew wouldn't let her go, he would cry out to every star in the sky, to every existing deity so that they wouldn't take his sister. He needed her, lived for her, wanted her more than anything else in the world. How could she go without them being able to declare the awkward, yet torrid love they felt once again?

No, not that. Andrew wouldn't let him. He needed to do something. His hands were shaking, he could barely distinguish the world and the things around him, he could only hear Ashley's ragged breathing silently asking for help. And the sick, drawn-out moans that escaped her sister's lips as she tried with everything in the world to tell her something that would never be said.

Disturbed by the sounds, Andrew couldn't think clearly about anything. He only saw Ashley, his sister, the one who had his life in her hands, but now died because of her. Everyone always died because of him. Death loved him and he hated it.

He hated her because when he kissed Ashley, he didn't feel the sweet taste he used to feel. Instead, there was only blood and death.

He hated her because when he ripped off her sister's clothes and shed tears over her pale skin, Ashley didn't flinch, didn't even show any reaction.

He hated her because when she spread as many kisses as she could across Ashley's panting body, her sister couldn't do anything other than breathe heavily. She couldn't grab him back, kiss him with all the ardor of her life, because now her life was slipping away little by little like the sand from an hourglass.

It was painful not to hear Ashley moan her name as she lifted one of her legs to leave a wet kiss on the inside of her thigh. It was maddening not to feel her sister's long nails digging into the skin of her back, scratching her, drawing red blood as she took her for herself. It was terrifying not to see her sister's pale face flushed by the intense movement, by the heat of the moment, by the insane pleasure they felt being together like that.

The only thing was the eager groans of death.

Death. Death Death.

That was all there was in the world.

Ashley looked to the side and saw a woman lying down. In fact, she was no longer a woman, she was a corpse. A corpse that stared at her as if she were saying “hey, you’re next!”

And indeed she was.

She couldn't breathe, she felt her brother's terrifying strength in her fragile body, she felt him moving with ferocity, she felt his chapped lips kissing her skin in a desperate act, she wanted to be able to respond, but she couldn't anymore. . For Andrew's kiss was the kiss of death. She would like to feel Andrew's warmth spreading inside her body once again.

Ashley closed her eyes, giving in to both the dull delight of sex and the absorbed delight of death.

Andrew didn't notice when his sister finally stopped breathing. He didn't notice anything, he just kept trying to get her back, trying to fix his mistakes with his sick and broken love. He held her with him, the crimson blood staining them, the smell of death permeating deep, so deep that it would never come out. Andrew grunted in pain. How it hurt not to have Ashley's warm touch, her legs wrapped around her body. He wanted this. He needed her. Where was she?

Where was Ashley? But she was there, wasn't she? They were together, loving each other, so why wasn't he able to feel her there?

He hugged her tightly, hoping her love would be enough to find her. To make her return his love. Why didn't he hear her, with her sweet moans? Where was she?

Everything was confusing and the world was distant. I was in limbo, in the liminality that followed the separation. Everything was pain, love, despair, ecstasy, a chaotic peace. Was there a moment of aggregation? No, he didn't think so. Why was he remembering an anthropol bookogy at that moment? Ah, it's because he talked about death. Death. He was that and so was the world. Death and love, those were the only things that existed.

And his love was so strong, fierce like a natural disaster, so why couldn't he overcome death?

Even when he showered Ashley with his love, she didn't reciprocate. She didn't feel the usual tightness, the sly affection, the labored breathing. Anything. There was nothing. He walked away confused, he didn't understand what happened. Why wasn't Ashley moving? She should at least breathe, shouldn't she?

But she didn't do anything. She was the same as he had left her, her skin marked with purple and red, her arms inert at her sides, her legs open, a white liquid running between them, desecrating the immobility of the moment. Her face expressed nothing but a cadaverous peace, pale and distant, unattainable. She was dead and Andrew had killed her.

It was his fault. Everything was his fault.

And he curled up inside himself and wept, but there was no one to hear his crying, his painful wailing.

He didn't know how much time had passed, he didn't want to know. Without Ashley, time meant nothing. He crawled over to her, who was still in exactly the same place, in the same way that her corpse had been dumped after being raped. Andrew swallowed hard when he saw her like that, lifeless. Before he could think about it, he just took her for himself again, possessing that dead body again, pouring out his guilty and angry, sick and suffering love.

Now he was sure there would be no reaction, good or bad. But he didn't want to move away from Ashley, he needed her, he needed to have her, he needed... His thoughts were lost when he once again reached a moment of ecstasy so intense that he even thought he heard Ashley calling her name. Andy, Death said, just like Leyley did.

Death was seductive beyond belief, impossible to resist. It caused a mad daze as sweet as caramel, as delicious as Ashley's saliva. As for Leyley's cold blood.

When he dropped the corpse again, it was in a deplorable state. Twice he had been raped, red blood mixed with purple marks made when the girl was still alive. Andrew felt bad about that scene, his dead sister, the smell of blood, of death, of semen, and then he bent over and vomited, disgusted by his own existence.

Tears burned his eyes and a horrible taste dominated his mouth. A tremor came over him along with a weakness that made him throw himself on the floor next to Ashley's dead body. Andrew was lying between two corpses, death hovered over him, calling him with a whispering voice that resembled the breath of wind on a starless night. It was sweet and it was morbid.

Andrew stared tiredly at the ceiling. He felt so broken that it was impossible to fix. Weakened, dejected, buried by himself. And the sky crushed him. Breathing was a torment, the air burned him from the inside. He wouldn't survive long that way. There was no way to survive, not after what he had done.

This was wrong, they should have left together. Never one without the other. They should greet together the one who considered them so much, who never abandoned them even for an instant. However, Ashley was gone before. Would death mind if Andrew followed his sister a few moments later?

Standing up with difficulty, Andrew sighed. His lungs burned, his body felt as heavy as the entire Earth's atmosphere. He looked around, just blood and death, desolation. A pungent and vicious smell dominated the empty apartment. Silence screamed in his ears, the perfect requiem for this funeral moment.

The boy tried to straighten his clothes, now dirty with sweat, blood and tears. He ran his filthy hands through his hair, trying to get his bearings. In his chest, a frightening emptiness was eating him from the inside out. Around death, death and death. Two dead bodies.

As slowly as the Earth's geological cycle, Andrew crawled over to what had once been his sister and picked her up in his arms. It was difficult to leave her in a convenient position to carry her, after all her body had already been affected by cadaveric stiffness. And yet, when Andrew moved her roughly, Ashley still expelled mouthfuls of blood from the cut on her neck, the same cut caused by the butcher's cleaver Andrew was carrying earlier.

So, very slowly and in fits and starts, Andrew finally managed to carry Ashley to their apartment. He entered without much ceremony and went to the bedroom, where he placed the corpse on the bed. He only believed that it had been his sister because he could still see traces of her happy physiognomy on her inert face, because the rest of her body demonstrated a series of violence suffered before, during and after death. All caused by those who were supposed to just love her unconditionally.

Looking at the result of his whims, Andrew felt suffocated. Seeing your sister like that, destroyed and lifeless, it was too much. She couldn't stand it, mainly because it had been her fault.

She covered Ashley's body with a sheet, however this did not erase the marks of violence. The human remains, the remains of a life, never lie. They tell a story of life, a story of death. If forensic experts found her body, they would know. If archaeologists in the distant future found only the bones, they would still know. Guilt and shame would haunt Andrew to the ends of time and the universe.

Taking a deep breath, he raised the massive cleaver blade he held. That same instrument with which he had taken the life of the woman downstairs and also of his sister. And now he would be responsible for taking another life.

The cut was quick and clean, precise. Andrew wondered if it was the same sensations Ashley had experienced earlier. The tingling of the skin, the heat of sticky blood, the dizziness. He fell onto his sister's body, her red blood covering them both. While he still had the breath of life left, Andrew reached out to kiss Ashley tenderly. He kissed her as many times as he was able until death itself arrived to kiss him herself.

Would Ashley forgive him?

Would they see each other again?

Andrew didn't know, but he hoped so, because the sick and terrifying love he felt for her would stay with him until his last breath and beyond. 